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hailed me. " As you're in for it, make yourself
comfortable. Sorry we can't do more than give
you the seat to sleep on. But the chief thing in
this ship is fish. Try some sprats."

" Aye, try yon sprats,57 invited the Chief.
" Ye'll get to like them well, in time." After the
fish there was cards, in which I took no hand, but
regarded four bent heads, so intent they might
have been watching a ritual of magic which
might betray their fate ; and, above those heads,
motionless blue cirrus clouds of tobacco smoke
wreathing the still lamp. The hush was so
profound that we could have been anchored
beyond the confines of this life.

What the time was next morning when I woke
I do not know, for the saloon was too dark to show
the clock over the fireplace. But the skylight was
a pale cube of daylight, and through it I could see
a halyard quivering and swaying, apparently in a
high wind. My bench was in a continuous
tremor,

We were off again.      Somebody appeared at